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Such heat in ice, such fire in frost remained,.
Such trust in doubt, such comfort in despair,
Which, like the gentle lamb, though lately weaned,
Plays with the dug, though finds no comfort there,

But as a body violently slain
Retaineth warmth although the sprite be gone,
And by a power in nature moves again
Till it be laid below the fatal stone;

Or as the earth, even in cold winter days,
Left for a time by her life-giving sun,
Doth by the power remaining of his rays
Produce some green, though not as it hath done;

Or as a wheel, forced by the falling stream,
Although the course be turn'd some other way,
Doth for a time go round upon the beam,
Till, wanting strength to move, it stands at stay:

So my forsaken heart, my withered mind,
Widow of all the joys it once possest,
My hopes clean out of sight with forced wind,
To kingdoms strange, to lands far-off addrest,

Alone, forsaken, friendless, on the shore
With many wounds, with death's cold pangs embraced,
Writes in the dust, as one that could no more,
Whom love, and time, and fortune, had defaced;

Of things so great, so long, so manifold,

With means so weak, the soul even then depicting

The weal, the woe, the passages of old,

And worlds of thoughts dcscrib'd by one last sighing.

As if, when after Phoebus is descended,

And leaves a light much like the past day's dawning,

And, every toil and labour wholly ended,

Each living creature draweth to his resting3

We should begin by such a parting light
To write the story of all ages past,

end the same before the approaching eight.